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XHESE    SHEETS 

ARE  DEDICATED  TO  ANY  STRANGER 

^•HQ  VISITS  OUR  FIELD   OF  SONG,  WHETHER  FROai  LOVE 

OF  SONG,  THE  BIRTH  PLACE  OF  OUR  GREAT  POET, 

OR, 

TO  VIEW  HIS  SPLENDID  MONUMENT 

AND  THE 

ROMANTIC  S€ENERY 

ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DOON  AND   AYR, 

BY  AN 

AD31IRER  OF  BURNS. 
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I  do  not  wish  to  buzz  about  the  town. 

With  pride  and  consequence  from  great  renown ; 

Nor  mighty  volumes  on  the  world  intrude, 

Spur'd  on  by  want  of  clothes  or  lack  of  food, 

As  when  poor  merit  pleads  her  modest  hue  ; 

'Tis  not  subsistence  that  I  keep  in  view. 

No  gleams  of  hope  now  sink  my  heart  with  fear. 

No  charms  from  fame  draw  from  my  eyes  a  tear, 

No  novel  plots  enticing  is  my  aim, 

To  wreath  with  laurels  the  great  writer's  name, 

To  spin  out  flippant  nonsense  as  you  please, 

From  a  brain,  mad  and  clouded  with  disease, 

From  whose  conceptions  vapid  scenes  arise. 

Like  mists  that  hide  the  sun  in  mid- day  skies. 

No  attic  baits  of  wit  does  this  comprise, 

No  fearful  quackery  of  confounded  lies, 

No  pilferage  from  our  modern  works  sublime, 

Or  words  rescued  from  the  wrecks  of  time : 

On  classic  ground  alone  I  wish  to  roam, 

Whose  scenes  I  know  as  well  as  if  my  own  ; 

No  mental  toil  my  subject  does  supply — 

'Tis  nature's  beauties  gave  me  energy  ; 

They  bade  my  numbers  martial  in  a  train, 

And  not  expose  the  offspring  of  my  brain. 

Yes,  the  long  grass  that  whistles  to  the  breeze. 

And  every  leaf  that  clothes  the  tufted  trees, 

The  rifted  rocks  that  show  convulsions  deep, 

The  rill  that  o'er  the  stones  still  struggling  creep  ; 

They  all  awoke  our  poet's  ceaseless  praise. 

And  in  our  thoughts  remembrance  of  him  raise  ; 

For  Burns,  lamented  bard,  whose  boundless  mind 

Soared  by  its  native  strength  above  mankind, 

Whose  genius  raised  him  to  that  lofty  seat. 

That  wonder  crouch'd  admiring  at  his  feet. 

Who  does  not  sorrow  at  his  early  doom, 

And  wreath  fresh  laurels  o'er  our  Poet's  tomb. 

With  unaffected  sorrow  view  his  bier, 

And  blot  out  all  his  faults  by  pity's  tear, 

'Tis  mine  to  let  you  know  where  once  he  strayM, 

The  varied  scenes  that  o'er  his  fancy  sway'd. 

These  do  explore  !  on  pleasure's  wings  you'll  fly, 

Delight  will  brighten  up  your  prying  eye. 
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DESCRIPTIVE  SKETCH. 


While  youthful  visions  pleasure  wake. 
Then  varied  scenes  we  prize  ; 

This  is  the  time  a  trip  to  take, 
And  sip  joys  as  they  rise* 

Or,  when  with  cnui  beset, 
Doon*s  walks  will  give  relief. 

Your  mind,  misfortunes  will  forgiet, 
And  the  sharp  throbs  of  grief. 

Nature's  rich  face  illum'd  by  bloom. 
Enchants  woods,  hills,  and  plains, 

Here  winter  cannot  keep  his  gloom, 
For  songsters'  thrilling  strains. 

Oft  plants  alongst  the  Doon  are  seen, 

To  raise  an  unique  head. 
The  botanist  these  quickly  glean, 

From  solitude's  dear  shade. 

With  brow  of  mirth,  on  joys  bright  chace, 

There  goes  a  marriage  band. 
Who  strew  with  laurels  the  birth  place, 

And  Burns  great  fame  expand. 

The  Ayr's  twa  brigs  they  have  survived. 
And  found  no  dungeon-clock  ; 

Ere  for  those  sights  they  had  essay'd, 
Of  which  our  poet  spoke. 
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Thy  view,  Burns*  cot,  inspect  the  spot. 
Where  prince  of  song  was  born, 

The  soul  on  fancy's  pinions  float, 
And  is  by  gloom's  awe  borne. 

The  mind  entranc'd  in  wonder's  flood, 

Feels  joy  at  every  glance. 
And  feasting  on  poetic  food, 

Is  thrown  into  a  trance. 

Fell  tyrant,  Death,  that  does  all  kill,. 

Cannot  allay  fear's  roar, 
Unequal  is  thy  dart  to  still 

The  wings  of  praise  that  soar. 

They  trip  away  to  Doon's  dark  wood, 
Where  fabled  phantoms  dwell, 

And  view  the  silvery  gurgling  flood. 
In  search  of  Mungo's  well. 

No  warbling  birds  pour  forth  their  lay* 

Upon  the  fatal  thorn, 
Where  Mungo's  mother  threw  away. 

The  life  she  held  in  scorn. 

Now  from  the  wood  they  all  advance 

Into  the  kirk-yard's  gloom, 
Where  they  recoil  at  every  glance, 

In  stepping  o*er  each  tomb. 

Some  simple  stones  erected  there, 

Court  not  the  stranger's  eye, 
Yet  show  the  tender  husband's  care, 

The  parent's  heart-felt  sigh. 

Life's  like  a  vapour,  empty  dream, 

Which  soon  as  form'd  flies— 
Our  days  roil  on  like  Doon's  swift  stream, 

Man  glitters  here,  and  dies. 
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Here  lies  the  Father  of  our  Bard, 
His  head  with  verdure  crown'd, 

Who  only  knew  his  son  inspired. 
By  song  to  be  renown'd. 

Next  to  the  Souter's  grave  they  go, 
Which  shines  with  borrowM  light. 

Homage  we  to  our  Bard's  friend  owe, 
As  if  his  own  birthright. 

This  spot  to  all  is  rendered  dear, 

Withering  Time  defies, 
For  thousands  of  his  name  shall  hear, 

His  fame  like  streamers  rise. 

Here  sleeps  one  to  his  country  known. 

Whom  many  did  adore-^ 
All  soundness  in  his  judgments  own. 

His  loss  we  still  deplore. 

The  culprit,  at  his  voice,  did  shake. 

It  drew  the  guilty  tear. 
The  hardened  felt  to  crime  awake, 

His  past  life  viewed  with  fear. 

Hail,  Alloway  !  thy  "haunted  kirk** 

Unto  the  world  is  known, 
Where  ghosts  and  goblins  in  ^he  mirk 

Tarn  cantrips  droll  had  shown. 

The  heart  beats  at  the  bell*s  dread  iound, 
With  gloom  the  mind  inspires. 

Each  toll  says,  Man  has  run  bis  course, 
And  life  in  him  expires. 

At  such  a  time  and  evil  hour, 

The  thoughts  are  fraught  with  fear. 

Presaging  Death's  eventful  power. 
Our  friends  that  are  most  detr. 
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A  voice  was  heard  sound  in  the  gale, 

From  Greenock  it  was  borne— 
It  was  the  Bard*s  heart-rending  wail 

For  Mary,  from  him  torn. 

O,  life,  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
.   To  such  a  wretch  as  I  ; 
The  world,  a  weary  sad  abode, 
Henceforth,  I  live  to  sigh. 

O  man,  how  slender  is  the  tie, 

That  binds  thee  to  this  place  ! 
Death  in  a  moment  makes  thee  fly, 

And  earth  knows  not  thy  trace. 

Joy  echoes  down  Doon's  bonny  banks  ; 

Away  now  trip  the  train. 
The  talk  engrost  by  Cutty's  pranks 

On  the  Old  Bridge  keystane. 

They  now  ascend  the  ancient  arch. 
Delight  springs  from  each  glance; 

You  here  behold  improvement's  march, 
Which  did  these  scenes  enhance. 

See  them  all  looking  from  its  top, 

Talking  of  spirits  fell- 
Where  warlocks  their  mad  course  must  stop, 

As  streams  their  powers  quell. 

A  female  voice  makes  echo  fly, 

Banks  of  Doon,  the  soft  air ; 
Life's  thorny  path  creates  a  sigh, 

And  wakes  the  soul  to  care* 

There  banks  and  braed,  clad  in  green, 

Dwell's  Mary,  dear  to  me  ; 
And  oft  at  Cassillis'  tower  I've  been, 

In  love*s  chainib  bound  by  thee. 


13 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean, 

Sorrow  sheds  a  salt  tear— 
The  heart  no  more  feels  joy's  portion. 

And  Hope's  rays  yield  no  cheer. 

Like  birds  on  wing  away  they  flit, 

The  Monument  to  gain  ; 
"While  each  attempts  to  show  his  wit, 

Tho*  to  his  neighbour's  pain. 

They  soon  with  critic's  eye  survey 

The  laughter-giving  stone : 
The  Souter  in  a  joyous  way, 

And  Tarn  is  quite  at  home. 

The  gazer's  face  a  smile  displays 

While  he  beholds  the  pair  ; 
The  chissel's  art  which  joy  pourtrays, 

And  you  their  laughter  share. 

Sculpture,  the  faire&t  form  can  trace, 
The  swelling  muscles  show, 

Displaying  smiles  upon  the  face. 
From  life  you  scarce  can  know. 

The  Monument  sheds  beauties  round. 

And  decorate  this  place, 
Which  is  enriched  by  the  high  ground 

On  Carrick*s  varied  face. 

Here  the  Nine  Muses  are  defin'd, 

The  Tripod  adding  grace. 
With  elegance  the  whole  combin'd 

The  taste  of  ancient  Greece. 

Now  into  the  Saloon  they  go. 
Inspect  the  Paintings  there ; 

From  one  verse  each  design  you  know, 
That  on  the  pannels  glare. 
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PAINTINGS. — LEFT  HAND  DOOR. 


I. 

"  A  new  year  I  wish  you,  Maggy, 
Though  you're  stiff  and  lazy 

I've  seen  when  you  was  not  so  baggy, 
And  pranc'd  like  one  crazy." 

II. 

"  Tam  holding  on  his  blue  bonnet, 
Skelping  through  dub  and  mire, 

Cruning  o'er  a  Scottish  sonnet, 
Lest  from  fright  he  expire." 

III. 

**  The  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They  form  a  circle  wide, 
The  Cottar  turns  wi*  holy  grace. 

The  Bible,  his  great  pride.'* 


RIGHT  HAND  DOOR. 


"John  Anderson  my  joe,  John, 

We  were  young  together. 
And  when  our  last  day  comes,  John, 

We'll  lie  beside  each  other." 

II. 

'<  And  Satan  blew  wi*  might  and  main^ 
Tam  roared  out  Cutty-sark, 

The  hellish  legions  cried  Amen  ! 
And  all  at  once  was  dark  " 
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III. 

"But  e*re  the  keystane  he  could  make," 

Nanny  pulls  off  Meg's  tail, 
"  And  left  her  ne'er  a  stump  to  shake, 

The  loss  Tam  did  bewail." 


BACK  OF  THE  ENTRANCE  I>OOR* 

L 

**  A  braid  scythe  hung  o*er  his  shouther, 

Naesh'ipe  he  had  at  all. 
The  sight  made  me  a*  to  shudder, 

I  felt  inclin'd  to  fall." 

ir. 

*<  Soldier,  ye  have  been  distant  far, 

Since  days  of  auld  langsyne, 
Come,  gies  your  hand  and  la^k  of  war, 

And  take  the  cup  frae  mine." 

'*  Tam  lo*ed  him  like  ftis  very  brother. 

Pleased  with  his  funny  stories. 
They  had  been  fu'  for  weeks  together. 

The  landlord's  voice  was  chorus. 

Each  radien^t  sight  you  now  have  got. 
So  go,  be  fanned  by  the  fresh  air. 

Some  sacred  plants  1  have  forgot, 

Much  prized,  and  watched  with  jealous  care. 

So  let  the  party  stroll  about, 

Look  out  for  Shakspeare's  Mulberrie, 
Bonny's  Willow,  with  weeping  shoot, 

Poor  Queen  Mary's  Crookston  Tree. 
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My  Muse  has  now  been  long  on  wing, 
And  traced  the  beauties  of  this  place. 

No  more  1  have  of  Doon  to  sing, 
So  I  must  now  my  steps  retrace. 


ALLOWAY  KIRK. 


This  is  famM  Alloway's  "  haunted  kirk," 
Whose  bell  death's  stroke  proclaims  ; 

This  is  the  house  of  God  no  more, 
Where  rise  devotion's  strains. 

No  more  the  ploughmen  hear  the  sound 

On  Sundays  of  the  bell^ 
No  more  with  lengthened  steps  they  bound, 

In  psalms  their  voice  to  swell. 

No  pulpit  now  within  thy  walls—- 

The  seats  are  wede  away ; 
No  pastor,  by  devotion's  call. 

Urge  thoughtless  men  to  pray. 

No  elders  in  the  session- seat, 

By  time  worn  hoary  bald. 
No  rustics  drest  on  Sundays  neat, 

No  marriages  here  call'd. 

A  chilly  damp  hangs  in  thy  court, 
One  tree  now  spreading  grows, 

On  the  floor  snails  and  toads  resort, 
Where  grandee's  dust  repose, 

I  view  the  monuments  that  glare, 

And  mark  each  grassy  tomb. 
Read  records  of  past  ages  there. 

Which  fill  the  heart  with  gloom. 
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Have  not  these  wasted  walls  a  tongue  ? 

They  do  to  mankind  tell 
That  soon's  the  morn  of  life's  begun, 

We  hear  death's  warning  bell. 

The  holy  man,  who  taught  God's  laws, 

With  all  his  hearers  gone ; 
No  ruins  where  his  mansion  was, 

The  spot  almost  unknown, 

No  garden  drest  to  please  the  eye, 

With  flowers  of  every  hue. 
No  lovely  fruit  of  varied  size, 

To  tempt  the  schooUboy*s  view. 

Alloway  village  !  once  so  gay—- 

Thy  houses  are  laid  low  ; 
No  rosy  children  seen  at  play, 

In  setting  sun's  last  glow. 

No  friends  around  the  fireside  sit. 

One  reading  out^the  news, 
No  village  oracle  of  wit, 

Holds  his  as  the  right  views. 

How  mighty  is  thy  hand,  O,  Time! 

Mocking  all  human  art; 
Thy  ravages  make  towers  decline, 

And  awes  the  strongest  heart. 

No  incense,  rising  up  to  heaven, 
From  those  who  oft  walk  here ; 

Burns  to  this  place  has  fame  now  given, 
And  man  pays  tribute  dear. 

No  more  shall  Coila's  harp  resound, 
And  reach  from  shore  to  shore; 

No  more  shall  its  overpowering  sound 
Wake  griefs  or  rapture^s  roar. 

G 
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The  clod  lies  light  upon  his  brow, 

No  eye  nor  ear  hath  he. 
He  feels  410  toil  nor  murmuring  ^ow^ 

Leve  lights  not  up  his  e'e. 

Those  who  have  seen  this  hollowed  spot. 
Hear  warning  from  each  grave  ; 

An  altar  in  each  sight  they've  got, 
To  fit  them  for  death's  wave. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  AULD  BRIG 
OF  DOON. 


'Twas  but  yesterday  you  saw 

Burns,  a  school  boy,  lightly  running, 

And  when  the  night  began  to  fa*, 

Cross'd  the  field,  the  Auld  Kirk  shunning. 

He  was  fond  nature's  wayward  child. 
Inspired  by  her  richest  treasures, 

But  soon,  alas,  the  world  beguiled^ 
In  it  found  no  lasting  pleasure. 

Schemes  of  Ambition  filled  his  mind, 
Joy  spread  o'er  him  her  glowing  charms, 

And  froward  passions  ill  to  bend. 
Infused  her  poisons  in  his  arms. 

He  shone  forth  here  a  beam  of  light. 
His  wit  engraved  him  on  each  mind, 

Just  flashed  and  vanished  from  our  sight, 
And  left  unrivalled  sweets  behind. 

His  magic  verses  now  have  saved 

Tarn's  mouldering  features  from  the  grave  ; 
And  by  his  brilliant  tale  has  stayed 

Your  arch  from  Time's  destructive  wave. 
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'Twas  but  yesterday  you  heard 

Tam  and  his  mare  the  key-stane  gahi, 

Witches  and  warlocks  here  were  scared, 
Who  tried  to  catch  him,  but  in  vain. 

Auld  Clooty  stop*d  his  piper's  drone, 
And  fidged  and  leuch  to  see  the  fun; 

The  dancers  in  a  trice  were  flown, 
When  after  Tam  swift  Cutty  run. 

'Twas  but  like  yesterday  you  saw 
The  Monument's  foundation  stone, 

Boswell  lay  with  masonic  law. 

Whose  kindred  spirits  sleep  unknown. 

Sublime  delight  he  must  have  had« 
To  deck  our  darling  poet's  shrine  ; 

And  with  the  crown  that  his  brow  clad, 
This  tasteful  Monument  combine. 

Yes  !  kindred  souls  we  all  admire, 
In  generous  deeds  they  take  pride, 

Their  hearts  shake  like  their  wailing  lyre 
And  friendship  ne'er  is  set  aside. 

Auld  Brig  !  I*ve  heard  of  your  young  days. 
When  noble  Bruce  in  Carrick  reignM  ; 

He  gained  the  warrior's  brightest  bays, 
And  Scotia's  great  name  maintained. 

Through  Carrick  in  the  days  of  old. 
Men's  breasts  with  ardour  burn'd. 

In  Freedom's  cause  their  lives  they  sold. 
And  every  thought  of  bondage  spurned. 

Poets  and  heroes  seek  for  fame, 
To  wit  and  valour  praise  belongs, 

Crown'd  by  a  great  immortal  name. 
They  live  in  our  resplendent  songs* 


'Twas  not  by  warlike  deeds  alone, 
Bruce  tried  to  do  his  country  good — 

Our  laws  improved — brigs  made  of  stone, 
'Gainst  winter's  storms  for  ages  stood. 

You  now  by  time  are  laid  aside, 
No  warriors  pass  your  lofty  arch, 

The  road  is  shut  on  Carrick  side, 
For  you  the  Virtuosos  search. 

A  lovely  green  mantles  your  wall, 

And  ivy  wreaths  your  stone  has  bound; 

The  timid  bat  at  twilight  fall. 
Below  your  arch  is  flying  round. 

Nature's  omnipotent  decree. 

Makes  sandstone  into  dust  to  fall. 

The  floods  shall  sweep  you  to  the  sea, 
When  ages  melt  your  rocky  wall. 

Creation  and  its  beauties  viewed, 

Whirls  round  in  constant  eddies  wild, 

Her  dark  events  pass  unreviewed, 
For  man,  in  knowledge,  is  a  child. 

Fair  Dcon  !  thy  stream  resembles  man, 
Through  life's  rapid  course  he  urges. 

The  grave  hides  him,  as  Ocean's  span 
Thy  stream  mingles  in  her  surges . 


BURNS'S   HAUNTS. 

NUDA   VERITAS. 

Should  any  stranger  wish  to  roam. 

In  search  of  Ayrshire's  classic  ground, 

Kone  from  this  county  should  go  home. 
Till  he  has  gone  the  splendid  round. 
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As  pleasure  like  a  phantom  flies, 
And  you  are  now  upon  its  chace  ; 

By  nature's  laws  it  has  no  ties, 
But  gilds  the  soul  in  every  place. 

And  if  assailjed  by  ardour's  fire, 
To  trace  the  spots  that  genius  fed  ; 

The  wilds  of  nature  will  not  tire, 

Where  endless  stores  inspires  the  head. 

To  Ayr's  steep  banks,  where  roses  twine. 
And  Fail's  small  stream  unites  to  Ayr, 

Mary  and  Burns  felt  joy  divine  : 

Till  parting  plunged  them  in  despair. 

His  feelings,  words  could  not  express, 
When  she  was  turned  to  lifeless  clay. 

His  heart-strings  yearned  with  dire  distress, 
Which  time  and  tears  could  ne'er  allay. 

The  walk  from  this  to  Peden's  Cave, 
With  varied  wood,  is  richly  clad, 

The  pendant  rocks,  o'er  Ayr's  deep  wave, 
In  Nature's  mildest  mood  lies  spread. 

**  Loud  roar'd  the  winds'  inconstant  blast, 
•*  The  heavy  rain  on  Ayr  banks  pour, 

"  The  gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast, 
**  The  scattered  coveys  meet  secure.'* 

Near  Coilsfield  House  is  Mary's  Thorn, 
Where  oft  at  trysting  hours  they  met, 

He  on  the  wings  of  love  was  borne, 
She  his  sweet  smiles  and  love  to  get. 

Upon  a  knowe  is  Coila's  grave, 
Killed  at  the  battle  of  the  Doon, 

When  he  led  on  Scotch  heroes  brave, 
As  Ca?sar  tried  to  keep  us  down. 
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This  sacred  mound  has  now  been  trac'd, 
In  hopes  some  evidence  to  gain. 

They  found  both  bones  and  urns  there  plac'd, 
But  nought  recorded  of  the  slain. 

Stop,  friend,  and  hear  Time's. annals  trace. 
View  mighty  Rome,  who  then  did  shine ; 

See  valour  now  has  changed  her  place, 
We  have  improved,  she  sunk  in  crime. 

'Twas  in  the  howe,  by  Willie's  mill. 

When  swaggering  home  he  met  a  wraith, 

Who  said,  Hornbook,  his  pouch  to  fill, 
Deprived  more  men  than  he  o'  breath. 

Close  by  the  mills  and  trysting  Thorn, 
Where  with  Mary  oft  there  sported, 

My  heart  frae  her  was  never  lorn, 
Tho'  wars  had  for  long  us  parted. 

'Twas  near  this  place,  on  Lammas  night, 
With  winsome  Annie  he  did  meet ; 

The  harvest  moon  was  shining  bright. 
And  hours  ran  off  on  pleasure's  feet. 

When  freezing  linnets  dowie  sit. 

An*  snow  lies  thick  round  Lochlea  Door, 

Off  to  Rob  Rankin's  he  would  flit. 

When  loud  the  curling  stones  did  roar. 

For  John  Orr  was  sure  to  be  there, 

Davy  Sillers  from  Spittle  side. 
Will  Hislop  in  the  game  did  share, 

For  in  the  rink  they  took  a  pride. 

At  Mason  meetings,  when  the  drink 
Come  reaming  o'er  the  tankard  head. 

His  words  he  made  with  wit  to  clink. 
As  quick  as  you  a  book  would  read. 
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Tarbohon,  when  he  bade  adieu, 
His  brethren  raised  a  bumper  high, 

There  was  not  one,  whom  Robin  knew, 
But  showed  for  him  a  tearfu*  eye 

The  bowJ  and  glass  you  still  may  see, 
That  oft  was  filled  to  (he  Crafts'  roar, 

If  you  call  on  Master  Ritchie, 

For  you  pass  near  the  Parson^s  door. 

Beneath  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes, 
Whose  tongue  did  clatter  like  a  mill ; 

In  Cooper's  Hospital  now  reigns, 
Still  proud  of  his  polemic  skill. 

To  Barskimming  your  walk  prolong, 
Shades  of  sublimity  here  swell, 

The  Ayr,  through  high  rocks,  sweeps  along, 
Appalling  awe  here  strikes  her  knell. 

These  regions,  which  you  now  explore, 
Were  once  the  haunts  our  Poet  trode, 

Nature^s  wild  freaks  he  did  adore. 
Which  here  on  all  sides  richly  spread. 

His  harp,  through  us,  delight  has  spread. 

So  ravishing  its  harmony, 
For  **  Scots,  wha  hae  wi*  Wallace  bled," 

Inspires  wi*  noble  chivalry. 

Dark  Lugar  comes  into  the  mind. 
It  meets  here  in  a  holm  with  Ayr, 

The  moors  and  mosses  left  behind. 
This  landscape,  art  and  nature  share. 

Next  Ballochmyle,  thy  verdant  bowers. 
The  waving  groves  and  chrystal  rill. 

Here  Nature  strews  her  richest  flowers. 
Which  in  all  hearts  delight  distil. 
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With  raptures,  on  these  scenes  I  gaze, 

Where  Burns,  by  chance,  had  gone  to  stray, 

Here  a  Maid's  charnos  spread  such  a  blaze, 
That  echoes  still  repeat  her  praise. 

Here  is  the  holm,  the  hoary  Sage 
Shewed  human  life  by  follies  torn  ; 

The  fairest  prospects  on  earth's  stage. 

Declare,  "that  man  was  made  to  mourn." 

**  In  Mauchiine  there  were  six  fair  maids,'* 
Love's  victim  he  became  to  Jean, 

Worth's  purest  germs  her  conquest  aids, 
**  He  ask'd  her  hame  one  dewy  e'en," 

*'  I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flower, 

"  I  see  her  sweet  and  fair, 
**  I  hear  her  in  the  tuneful  birds, 

"  I  hear  her  charm  the  Ayr.'* 

John  Dow,  thy  merry  house  all  know. 
Likewise  that  of  sposie  Nannie ; 

The  Jolly  beggars*  haunts  they  show, 
Where  they  past  nights  of  revelry. 

Mossgiel,  few  beauties  you  display, 
But  fancy's  flight  o'er  you  must  roam, 

I  cannot  from  this  cottage  stay. 

Which  was  so  long  our  Poet's  home. 

Though  o'er  this  cot  the  sunshine  falls, 
No  pealing  harp  the  silence  breaks ; 

The  star  that  shone  within  thy  walls. 
No  more  with  songs  the  echoes  wakes. 

The  classic  field  where  gowans  grew, 

Which  were  tuin'd  down  by  Burns's  plow. 

Some  Cowslip  here  you  still  may  view, 
Which  then  grew  on  the  ditch's  brow. 
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Yes,  tears  of  tender  pity  start, 
And  raise  a  tumult  in  his  breast, 

No  creature  that  could  feel  pain*s  smart, 
Would  he  of  its  dear  life  divest* 

The  bleeding  bare  that  passed  him  by, 
When  sporting  man  sought  carnage  wide, 

Extracted  from  that  heart  a  sjgb> 
Where  pity  always  did  preside. 

No  more  you'll  sport  thro'  woods  and  bowers, 
And  crop  at  dawn  the  dewy  grass, 

Man's  ruthless  hand  has  shown  its  powers. 
And  the  cold  earth  thy  beast  must  press. 

Yes,  child  of  fancy,  Mousie's  field 
Weaves  forth  fresh  chaplets  to  your  brow. 

To  melting  sympathies  you  yield, 

When  her  nest  sunk  beneath  your  plow. 

Tho*  far  away  from  Afton  braes, 
Whose  wimpling  stream  unites,  wi'  Ayr, 

I  must  describe  thy  woods  we  praise, 
And  lovely  Mary  sleeping  there. 


MONODY  ON  BURNS. 

Thy  Bard,  O  Ayrshire,  does  instil. 
Into  the  heart,  delight's  wild  thrill  ; 
Spreading  devotion  o'er  the  mind, 
And  feelings  of  each  varied  kind* 

Swift  as  the  lightning  on  the  wing. 
Thy  touch  dispels  grief's  gnawing  sting, 
And,  in  the  heart,  vibrates  each  cord, 
That  can  delight  the  soul  affi)rd. 
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Thy  songs,  like  the  sun's  cheering  ray, 
Sheds  pleasure  wheresoe'er  they  stray^ 
And  those  that  ne*er  soft  pity  knew. 
Upon  their  eyes  the  tears  you  view. 

Thy  bursting  harp  lies  now  unstrung, 
No  thrilling  knell  by  thee  is  wrung  ; 
No  chill  of  horror  now  is  cast, 
Like  thunder  grumbling  in  the  blast. 

No  witch  or  warlocks  try  their  spell, 
No  elf-shot  harpy  heard  to  yell, 
Transforming  day  and  sunshine  bright, 
Into  the  fearful  gloom  of  night. 

Cold  is  the  brain  that  made  all  smile. 
Death  has  secured  him  for  bis  spoil ; 
No  more  upon  his  face  you'll  gaze, 
This  comet's  past  in  splendid  blaze. 

Down  Ayr*s  steep  banks  Death's  wail  still  flees. 
In  plaintiff  murmur  sounds  the  breeze  ; 
In  contemplation  the  heart  sinks. 
The  rifted  rocks  here  seem  to  shrink* 

Fox-glove  and  cowslips  now  are  seen. 
Mourning  amidst  the  woods  deep  green. 
Thrush  and  blackbird  here  bewailing, 
Ash  trees  and  the  birches  weeping. 

In  the  green,  the  bonny  gowan 
And  heather-bell  their  heads  bowing, 
The  thorn  and  briar  spread  no  perfume. 
To  mitigate  surrounding  gloom. 

No  stock-dove  here  is  heard  to  coo, 
Xiove  bade  with  him  these  woods  adieu  ; 
The  howlet  wakens  from  his  dream. 
Wings  down  the  Ayr  with  hallow  scream. 
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No  more  he'll  pour  forth  peerless  strains. 
And  magic  fancy  lead  in  chains  ; 
No  more  alongst  thy  banks  he*ll  stray, 
And  make  the  wailing  echoes  play. 

Thy  braes,  by  art  and  nature  wild, 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child  ; 
We  feel  a  chill  at  what  we've  seen, 
He's  gone — the  glory  of  each  scene. 


SONG  FOR  BURNS'  BIRTH  DAY, 

^ir— «<  I  loe  nae  a  lassie  but  ane." 

When  Burns  first  our  ballads  sung. 
The  airs  alone  our  echoes  rung, 
For  mist  of  age  their  wit  withdrew. 
Few  could  explain  the  words  to  you. 

Liike  herald  angel  he  appear'd, 

And  these  in  fresh  attire  he  rear'd  ; 

For  Genius  lent  her  magic  wand. 

And  Fame's  bright  passport  trode  the  land. 

So  happy  were  his  verses  turn'd. 
They  charm'd  to  peace— the  bosom  burn'd- 
And  youth's  young  day  so  truely  drew, 
That  memory's  eye  wept  in  review, 

Described  the  face  and  feeling  mind, 
With  virtue's  purest  gleams  refin'd  ; 
Who  wears  the  coward's  deepest  stain. 
And  who  for  honour  would  be  slain. 

For  his  expressions  beauteous  rise. 
As  lightning  flash  in  midnight  skies  ; 
They  shine  a  mirror  to  the  soul. 
And  he  the  talisman  of  the  whole. 
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His  fame  eclipsM  his  laurels  borne, 
His  songs  each  country  now  adorn, 
And  rolling  on  in  radience  bright, 
Like  silver  Venus  in  the  night. 


ON  ENTERING  BURNS'  MAUSOLEUM, 
DUMFRIES. 

I  sighed  on  the  spot,  where  rests  now  enshrined. 
The  heart  which  the  minstrers  bosom  inspired, 

Mortality's  emblems  around  me  combined. 
To  depress  my  thoughts,  since  life  is  required. 

I  heard  through  the  rails  the  keen  whistling  wind, 
Wailingly  sigh  helpless  man  is  death^s  prize, 

For  nothing  can  rescue,  or  Fate's  hand  bind, 
As  he  like  the  dew  must  vanish  away. 

I  view*d  the  gowaii  and  plough  by  his  tomb. 

They  weave  now  a  wreath,  but  to  him 'what  gain  ; 

Mysterious  Fate  to  wrap  one  in  gloom, 

The.soulwhenestranged  makes  mankind  seem  vain. 

Sweet  hope  can  never  an  inspirer  be, 

The  bloom  shed  by  thee  will  keep  thy  name  bright, 
Sweetly  on  the  mind  falls  your  minstrelsy, 

And  tho*  swept  from  earth  the  mind  you  delight. 

Bright  as  the  stars  that  deck  the  morning's  brow. 
Your  songs  to  Scotia's  sons  now  appear ; 

And  songsters  by  them  can  make  pleasure  flow, 
Can  deluge  with  tears,  or  deep  anguish  cheer. 

No  critic^s  envy  disturbs  your  repose, 

Admirers  alone  around  your  tomb  throng. 

And  peans  from  many  the  breathings  of  woe. 
Pay  homage  to  Burns  the  monarch  of  song. 
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ON  WALKING  IN  ST.   MICHAEL'S 

CHURCH-YARD,  AND  VIEWING  THE 

MONUMENT. 

Hail !  sacred  church -yard  for  thy  martyrs  fam'd, 

And  now  for  Burns,  by  Scotchmen  proudly  claimed ; 

What  gloomy  thoughts  find  echoes  in  our  sighs, 

When  we  behold  thy  tombs  around  us  rise 

In  numerous  mounds,  where  dust  to  dust  returns, 

Marked  by  their  mournful  lines,  or  sculpturM  urns. 

Genius  survey,  instructing  our  great  Bard, 

Who  seems  delighted  with  the  bright  award. 

The  eye  is  struck  by  the  sweet  daisy  torn, 

And  we  retrace  the  strains  his  page  adorn  ; 

Whilst  gazing  on  the  lines  upon  the  stone, 

We  find  his  bonny  Jean — two  children — gone. 

Ah !  yes,  the  sacred  ashes,  slumbering  here, 

Extract  from  all  a  tributary  tear  ! 

Free  from  his  pen  the  tuneful  numbers  fall. 

To  lighten  care,  or  tender  pity  call ; 

His  thoughts  gave  life  where  others  feebly  dream— 

His  playful  fancy  brightened  every  theme. 

That  heart  of  friendship  and  social  joy. 

Made  ravish'd  hours  to  pass  without  alloy. 

He  cleared  the  mists  of  woe  that  shadow  round 

The  friendless  Bard,  admiring  patrons  found  ; 

And  tho'  now  past  the  Lethe's  dismal  stream, 

His  praises  on  Time's  wings  must  ever  beam— « 

His  songs  be  chaunted  in  each  Scottish  dale, 

In  every  grove,  in  every  verdant  vale  I 

Now  mark  the  obelisk  where  martyrs  lye, 

Conception's  quarry  many  thoughts  supply; 

E'en  grave-stones  cause  long  mouldering  friendships 

start, 
Friends  of  the  heart  recall  hid  in  the  dark. 
These  embryo  on  fancy^s  glass  remain— 
Their  mould,  a  coinage  for  a  heated  brain, 
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Cause  prostrate  souls  acknowledge  Nature's  God, 

And  stricken  hearts  expand  beyond  the  sod  ; 

Then  love's  inspiring  beams  throw  in  new  light, 

And  christian  bonds  illuminate  our  night, 

For  what  is  man  ? — tho'  grief  no  birth-place  found, 

Whilst  death's  devouring  flame  can  not  be  bound — 

A  meteor  sun-beam  of  a  winter  day, 

A  spark  of  steel  that  gleams  and  fades  away  ! 


FINIS. 
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